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An Introduction Of Sorts: 

There really isn't that much to tell. 

First of all, if you are reading this you might remember Bob’s Annex from it's first run. If you do. 
I'd really like to know who you are because I can barely remember if the circulation was above 15. I 
imagine that maybe you are reading this because you saw it in a bookstore or a catalog and thought it 
might be interesting. However you came across it, I will warn you now: there really isn’t a whole lot here. 

The story goes like this: when I was in High School I edited the school publication Bob's 
Imagination . The magazine did fairly well, and after it's four issue run I retained the rights to reprint it, 
which is now available in the collection The Imaginary Quartet . 

There was only one problem: censorship. 

With any school publication, there will be an advisor. And our advisor was a real stickler for the 
rules. Not sex or drugs, no students or people that didn't attend our school, and no pieces of art that were 
just far too off the wall to even consider it "art". I was really offended. Some of the best stuff was 
unprintable. 

So Bob's Annex was bom. However, with every action... 

See, by the time I was motivated to do Bob's Annex, there wasn't a whole lot left to say. The 
original Bob's already overshadowed the Annex, and not many people were interested in contributing to 
another magazine so all I really had access to was the unprintable material. Not to say that that material 
wasn't good. It's just that with no budget and little material... it didn't get much more than the passing 
attention I was able to put into it. 

Hopefully, that will explain a bit about the content and the context. 

If anyone still has the original Annex, you'll notice that there are some pieces missing from this 
collection. There are several reasons for this. The first reason is that we were a bit naive, and didn't 
realize that printing lyrics from songs and pieces from previously published books was a bad idea. That's 
why those pieces are gone. As for all the stories and art by Cerrah Seal, Brandon Burkeen & Austin Rich 
(save for Austin's doodle in issue #2), those are to appear in individual collections of work all done by 
those individual people, and since it seemed redundant to print them here again, we just cut them out. 

That also explains why the covers from issues #1 & #2 are mostly gone. 

I hope that covers all the bases. 














I must say that when I was originally doing Bob’s Annex . I had a lot of fun working on it. But in 
the long run I really wanted to give it more attention than I did, and though I still think it is fun to look 
back and see what I was able to do and not do, with the above mentioned work cut out, the little art that 
did appear, and the fact that I was still getting the hang of editing, I realize now that this collection serves 
only one good purpose: a chance to remember that at least the drive was there from the start. 

For people who remember the original ran, this might be fun to read through and experience a bit 
of nostalgia. For those who weren't there, it gives you a chance to see what my publishing skills were like 
near the start. Either way, this should be fun. 

And that's about all there is to say. 

—G.M. 
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Editor's Note: 

The most common use of the word Spin-Off relates to TV shows. However, the only one that 
ever really stuck out in my mind is one called Just The Ten Of Us . It was a TV show that Spun Off of 
Growing Pains, and it was about the adventures of a Coach Lubbock and his family of six girls, two boys, 
and a wife. The immediate thing that interested me when I was a youth was the girls. I remember staying 
up late on Fridays after watching that show with my two brothers and thinking about those girls, and 
occasionally talking to my siblings about them, saying, "Wouldn't it be great to date the cute one." 

I'm no longer a youth. And I now find her unattractive. 

As I aged, the term Spin-Off was redefined when I started reading Comic Books. The most 
complex Spin-Off I can think of was a twelve issue Maxi-Series entitled Crisis On Infinite Earths . The 
story had about fifty or so Spin-Off stories in all the different DC Comics titles. Still, another impressive 
Spin-Off series started with issue one of the new Justice League comics. The original series changed 
names two different times (from Justice League to Justice League International to Justice League 
America). It had one major Spin-Off, Justice League Europe, and a several other Spin-Off stories (Justice 
League Quarterly , Justice League Special, Justice League Antarctica. Justice League Spectacular, etc.). 

Even though I still collect Comics, I haven't heard of or seen a good Spin-Off in quite a while. 

So I thought I'd create one, more or less. 

In most Spin-Offs, there is a very particular purpose for doing so. Bob’s Annex is no exception. 
The story goes like this: 

If a certain editorial that appeared in the school paper is any indication, Editing the original Bob 
was a chore and a half because of one major problem: Censorship. Every issue, without fail, someone 
would write something that I really liked, and for some reason Mrs. Bridgens would give it the ax. First it 
was Twisted Deeds . Then it was The Miracle Child . Next up. The Birthday Storv . And most recently. 
Close Encounters With CG Cowboys . It was almost as if she (Mrs. Bridgens) was randomly censoring, 
because, of the people I talked to, there really wasn't anything wrong with the stories. Sl ander seemed to 
be her big problem, but when the thing she calls slander is truthful, how can it be slander? Other problems 
involved mentioning Sex, drugs, and homosexuality (fortunately, she let us print Rock n’ Roll). 

In my mind, all three of those last concepts are present everywhere. Mrs. Bridgens said that since 
B ob's was school funded, we couldn't print those kinds of things. Well, I hate to burst the bubble of those 
who think that that kind of stuff doesn't happen at our school, but it does. I see it almost every day, and 
though I may not personally condone drugs or unresponsible sex, it happens. 

And because it happens, it will be reflected in the writing and art of CGHS students. 
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So here's the deal: if you've been rejected from being printed in the original Bob's, your art has a 
home. Here. In Bob’s Annex . 

That is, basically, the purpose of Bob's Annex, the first Bob Spin-Off. 

So, what have we got in this issue? We have Chris and Josh's The Birthday Story , and Close 
Encounters With CG Cowboys . 

I'd like to point out that this will more than likely be a one shot magazine (unless a whole lot of 
people get rejected for the last issue of Bob's) . However, we might do a second issue if enthusiasm and 
"unacceptable" material find its way into my hands. Submit material like you would normally, except 
avoid giving it to Mrs. Bridgens if at all possible. 

Which brings me to my another point of the magazine. Annex 's purpose is not to anger anyone. 
Merely to give a home to rejected artists. It takes a lot of courage to write or draw, and it will make the 
artists herein feel better that their art will be seen by the public. 

But, on top of all of that, there is one thing that we can do in Annex that I've been waiting to do 
for a long time. 

FUCK! 

Boy, I feel a lot better now. 

Until next time, this is G.M., and I am outta here! 


The Stories, characters and incidents featured in this publication are, as far as I know, entirely fictional. All Related characters, the distinctive 
likenesses thereof and all related indica are trademarks of the original author. Renewed (C) 1996 A.C.R.O.N. Y.M. Publishing. 
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Close Encounters with the C.G. Cowboys!!!! 


I was standing in the hallways yesterday, minding my own business, when I heard behind me, 

"Klunk-chink! Klunk-chink!" 

As I turned around, I saw- 

Ten-gallon hats, 

Twenty-Gallon belt buckles. 

Black leather jackets. 

Tight-fitting blue-jeans, 

Comy-looking cowboy boots with silver spurs, 

walking towards me. I watched as the entire clan of people walked by. I stared as they walked 
away, the sound of their boots and spurs grew quieter and quieter, "Klunk-chink! Klunk- 

chink! Klunk-chink! Klunk-chink! Klunk-chink! Klunk-chink! Kiwi-chink” 

It was then that I realized that I had just had a... 


Close Encounters with the C.G. Cowboys!!!! 

Later on, after lunch, as I was returning to school, I heard some really tacky country music. Even 
while being two blocks away, I could hear some lyrics like, "My wife just left me and took off on my best 
horse, so I'm going to get stone drunk and barf my insides out!” 

As I reached the parking lot, I saw- 

Ten-gallon hats, 

Twenty-Gallon belt buckles. 

Black leather jackets. 

Tight-fitting blue-jeans, 

Comy-looking cowboy boots with silver shiny spurs, 

everywhere. Some cowboys were sitting in their lawn chairs and drinking Pepsin from their 
coolers. Others were standing around talking, not pronouncing their 'S's because of the great amounts of 
chew dribbling down their chins. Still others were lassoing people walking by. 

None of them seemed to hear the 2,000,000 decibel country music coming from their shiny-new- 
never-been-off-road-because-they're-afraid-of-scratching-their-paint-job-red-pickup truck. 

I walked by, and by the time I reached the other side of the school, where I could think, I realized I 
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had just had another 


Close Encounters with the C.G. Cowboys!!!! 

Throughout the year, I have had other encounters with the cowboys, always with the- 

Ten-gallon hats, 

Twenty-Gallon belt buckles. 

Black leather jackets, 

Tight-fitting blue-jeans, 

Comy-looking cowboy boots with shiny, whirring, silver spurs, 

present. A couple of days ago, I looked around the hallways, and I realized that the school was 
being overrun by cowboys. I decided I had to do something about it. 

This is the end product. I wrote this to show everyone the serious situation our school is in. If we 
are all aware of this, maybe we can do something to put a stop to the virus, "Cowboyism." 

Still, I believe there will always be at least one or two people with. 

Ten-gallon hats, 

Twenty-Gallon belt buckles. 

Black leather jackets, 

Tight-fitting blue-jeans, 

Comy-looking cowboy boots with chinking, shiny, whirring, silver spurs, 
and there will always be 


Close Encounters with the C.G. Cowboys!!!! 


By 

'The Anonymouse' 
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The Birthday Story 

by Chris "Timmy" DeLay & Josh "Jeff” Minter 

The story you are about to read is real. Only the names have been changed to protect the innocent. 

It was your ordinary day for your ordinary person in his ordinary house. He had the dull job, 
plain blond girlfriend, normal activities, and was, in all other aspects, ordinary. The only special thing that 
set today apart from any of the other three hundred and sixty four days was that today was Timmy's 
birthday. He awoke from a rather pleasant dream to his brothers singing "Happy Birthday". 

The pillow flying across the room hit its mark. The singing stopped, and once again quiet and 
darkness filled the room. Timmy started to drift off into sleep. 

While still in a dreamstate, the phone rang. After about a minute, his mother came and told 
Timmy that it was the coach of the basketball team, and that he had said he needed to be at the game. 
Timmy did not remember there being a game scheduled that day, but he quickly assumed their must have 
been. 

Instantly, Timmy dreaded the game. It was his birthday, and by God, he was going to lounge 
around the house and be waited on hand and foot by his family. The only thing on his mind besides the 
oncoming presents was his girlfriend. She was coming down for her weekly visit, and he was anxiously 
awaiting her arrival. 

Timmy finished waking himself up by a rousing dose of Guns-N-Roses. After he was fully 
awake, he trudged off to the bathroom to complete his morning duties (shower, shave, put his contacts in, 
etc.). He waltzed into the kitchen, ordered a big bowl of com flakes, and sat down to eat. After eating the 
cornflakes, he went down to the Community Center. 

Before he made it to the Center, however, he stopped by his work place. His coworkers had 
gotten him a card and a present, and he wanted to see what it was. 

With it he received a Bon Jovi CD, and he was happy. But all his thoughts were of Lisa. 

As he arrived at the Center, he saw a camera crew outside. A moment later, he realized why they 
were here. A convicted Senator was serving the community service hours he was sentenced to... at 
Timmv's Community Center. 

Just what he needed. This kind of PR would make the Center look like a slum where any felon 
who committed a crime could come and serve out his sentence. Timmy thought of the commercial they 
would soon make. 

"Are you a convicted felon, sentenced to community service? Just come on down to the Greater 
Cottage Grove Community Center. We happen to have a few slots still open for convicted molesters and 
murderers. Hurry on down!" 

He walked in like he owned the place, like he usually did, with an air of flamboyance surrounding 
him. He was arrogant, because he knew that the Center would be crippled without him, and everyone else 
knew this also. He ordered the pool balls and his cue stick from the back room, while the cameras were 
rolling. "If John thinks he’s just gonna sit around and give lectures on politics all day, he’s in for a big 
surprise!" Timmy thought. 

When the items he "requested" were not delivered to him in the instant that he expected it, he went 
in after them, in clear violation of mles he himself had written. He just wanted to embarrass then-Senator 
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John Jolin and Center Director Fred Weeldryer on camera. 

Timmy didn't like Fred much. He was your run-of-the-mill moron, who tried to run the 
Community Center without any knowledge of what teenagers wanted or needed. He tried to have 
Christian values almost force fed into the kids there, and Timmy worked long and hard to stop him. Fred 
didn't like Timmy much after this, and often tried to find flaws with Timmy's work, regardless of what it 
was he did. He knew this, and was very careful to not make mistakes, which would practically give Fred 
the rope he needed to hang Timmy. 

"So much for that interview," Timmy said, snickering. He looked back and saw Fred finning. 
Timmy busted into laughter. 

Timmy shot around a bit, and soon grew tired of playing pool. As he was putting his cue stick 
back, to the protests of Fred, the phone rang. Timmy instinctively reached for the phone and answered it. 
It was Mary. The short red-head had called to tell him that her and Lisa were waiting at the Vintage Inn, a 
local restaurant where teens hung out, drank coffee, and socialized, and for him and Mary's boyfriend, 
Matt, to come there. They promptly left, with Matt on his bike and Timmy jogging at a near sprint pace 
all the way there. 

Meanwhile, Jeff, one of Timmy's friends, was at work. He was supposed to meet them all at the 

Center. 

As Timmy entered the Vintage Inn, he could hear his girlfriend loudly expressing her hatred for 
coffee. She was a feisty little one, Timmy's perfect match, or so he thought. Mary was nice, too nice for 
her own good from time to time. She had been the one who got Timmy and Lisa together in the first 
place, and always seemed to be on the lookout for him. 

Timmy sat down to his coffee, and instantly started fending off Matt's little personal jabs. Timmy 
had learned, with time, that even though Matt was a little rough around the edges, his way of getting along 
with people was to joke with, and sometimes at, them. They (Mary, Matt, Lisa, and Timmy) drank coffee 
and discussed many things over the period of an hour, when they were asked to leave by the management. 
Matt went home, while Timmy accompanied the two ladies home. He could sense something was wrong, 
though. When Lisa complained she was freezing, Timmy tried to give her his letterman jacket, but she 
refused and wore Mary's coat. When Lisa was too tired to stand, she wouldn't take Timmy's hand so he 
could help her up. Timmy was getting worried. 

At about this time, Jeff was leaving work. He went home and changed so he could meet Timmy 
and Lisa. Jeff arrived at the Community Center at about 4:30. He was greeted by Fred Weeldryer, the 
main prick of the establishment. 

"Where have you been?" said Fred. 

"What do you mean 'where have I been?"’ replied Jeff. 

" You were signed up to work from noon to five." 

"Well I didn't sign myself up. I had to work." 

Jeff asked around and found out that Timmy had gone to the Vintage Inn with Matt. Jeff had ran 
to the Community Center and did not like the idea of walking all the way to the Vintage, so instead he left 
a message for Timmy telling him to call Jeff at home. 

Timmy departed after leaving the girls safely at Mary's front door, and headed off for the 
Community Center. When he arrived there, he saw Wayne Queen and James Tree there. Timmy again 
thanked Wayne for the CD, and went inside for awhile. 
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Timmy joked around a lot, shot pool, played games, and generally tried to forget what had just 
happened at the Vintage Inn. He was doing a very good job, too, until just before he left. As he headed 
towards the door, Wayne and James grabbed Timmy, and hauled him off into the other room. They laid 
him over a couch, and started spanking. Around sixteen hits later, James asked a question: "How old is 
he?" 

Wayne looked at James, got a devilish look in his eye, and they both responded by hitting Timmy 
as hard as they could, and yelled, "Seventeen!!" 

Minutes later, Wayne drove Timmy home, aching buns and all, so he could pick op a cassette and 
drop off his CD. Then it was back to the Community Center. 

When he arrived, he knew something was wrong. He was greeted at the door by one of his friends 
tugging at his arm, telling him to follow him. He did, and was abruptly stopped by Mary, who said 
something unintelligible, and took the confused Timmy off to a nearby comer, to tell him the bad news: 

"Lisa just wants to be friends." 

The kiss of death. Timmy was shocked beyond belief, and he stumbled home. He opened up the 
back door, walked in, sagged on the couch, and pretended to be cheerful. After he had gone through the 
normal routines of one's birthday party, he walked into the kitchen, opened the liquor "cabinet", grabbed 
the whisky, and proceeded to drink two mouthfuls of the vile liquid. 

"Joe, your son just drank about three shots of Jack Daniels!" came the cry from Timmy's 
overbearing mother. 

"So..." was the only reply that came from the general area of Timmy’s father. 

Mean while Jeff sat at home wondering why Timmy had never called, by the next day he wanted 
some answers. 

Timmy felt the warm liquid pass into his stomach, and he settled down into the hot bath that he 
had draw, prior to the opening of his presents. He sat there until he "pruned" up, and then set off to bed, 
hoping to forget this terrible day. 
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Issue #2, June 2, 1993 
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Editor's Note: 


One day I found myself sitting in a chair, with a towel wrapped around my bare chest and neck in 
the house of my friend's girlfriend, with my friend and his girlfriend holding a pair of sheep clippers to the 
side of my head while he said, "Trust me." 

Now, as far as I can figure the circumstances leading up to that event had absolutely nothing to do 
with getting my hair cut (at least I don’t think so). In fact, if I remember correctly, our original intention 
was to listen to loud music, thrash around obnoxiously in his girlfriends house, and torture the neighbors 
by leaving the window curtains open. 

However, I don't think we achieved our goal. Steve tells me, "G.M., I need the sides of my head 
shaved. You up for it?" I say why not, but in the end his girlfriend did the actual procedure. Then, after 
his hair turned out rather decent (in fact, I really liked it), he turns to me and says, "You know, your hair it 
getting long on the sides. You want it cut?" 

I cautiously reached up to feel the side of my head and, sure enough, it was rather long. My 
original intention with my hair was to keep the sides shaved, but grow the top long enough to cover the 
shaved parts. I was also beginning to get the hair in the front of my head to just the length I wanted, and I 
felt that the sides, as well as the back, could use a little shave. 

I said, "Sure. But only the sides and back. Don't cut anything else." 

So I sat down with the towel wrapped around my chest (theoretically, I should have felt really 
safe) and let Steve go to work. 

After a minute and two oopps later, Steve pulls a large portion of my hair all in one direction, asks 
me to turn in the other, and begins mumbling something to his girlfriend about hair and how mine would 
look really cool a certain way. 

This is where I had to step in. I had a way I wanted my hair. After all, it was my hair, and 1 
should at least be able to keep it the way I wanted it. I said, "What are you talking about." 

Steve attempted, unsuccessfully, to explain this idea he had about my hair, and it was then I was 
struck with the realization that Steve had absolutely no hair cutting experience whatsoever. 

I told him, "No, I would really prefer to keep my hair this way." He begged and pleaded with me, 
telling me that it would really look good. He said, "Do you trust me?" 
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Something inside of me told me that this was my friend, and that he would have no real intentions 
of making me physically look bad. Not that it was the biggest thing on my mind; I haven't really been 
concerned with what is "in" or "out" since the seventh grade when not only was 1 trying to be like everyone 
else because I wanted to fit in, but I was doing that because everyone else was. 

So I eventually convinced myself that I could indeed trust Steve. I said, "Okay, but please don't 
change the length of the hair." 

He looked at my hair a little longer and said, "Not a problem." (Please take into consideration that 
this is not the actual dialogue, but is a very close facsimile thereof.) 

So he and his girlfriend went to work. Then came a series of oopps, followed by some laughing 
and some, "Well, we'll just do the same thing over here." And then, eventually, a large chunk of my hair 
from the front fell in my lap. 

What I wanted out of the haircut was no longer possible, and it was then that he finished the job 
the best he could, and gave me the haircut that I now have, the one I don't like much. 

Not that it was a bad haircut. If I looked in the mirror and used a comb to adjust the hair a bit I 
could make my hair look pretty good. I even had some people tell me that. The haircut was a good one, 
and I couldn't argue with that. 

But I still didn't have the haircut that I wanted, and that made all the difference in the world. 

The whole haircut fiasco made me angry, but not at Steve; Steve made an honest mistake and I've 
done that before too so I can relate. But I was mad because something I wanted I couldn't have. It 
frustrated me to the point I wanted to destroy things. I wanted to yell, "FUCK!" loud enough so everyone 
could hear me, and know that I was on the rampage. 

I think that evening ended with me listening to a very good piece of electronic music called Fixed, 
and I almost thrashed around in my room ripping it apart as I did if it hadn't been for the fact that everyone 
in the house was asleep, and the only reason I didn't do that is because I was already in some trouble for 
being a little late that night and didn't want to get in more trouble. I fact, I do that a lot; avoid doing things 
I want to do because I know I'll get in trouble. 

Through the music I thought, and through the thoughts came an idea for some more pieces of 
writing, and that made my anger subside. I focused on the stories, and the ideas that seemed to pop up 
faster than I could entertain them. It was great. Anger provoked constructiveness. I felt like a god. 
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The point is things are screwed. Especially in this school, because nothing goes the way anybody 
wants it to. The curriculum it fucked, the teachers, the ones that do care, don't have the resources to be 
good ones, and the ones that do have the resources could probably care less. But that's the way it is. We 
have to deal with it. 

But it still sucks. 

So I say screw it. I say forget all the stuff that's going on and I say get down to what counts: us. 
What we think, what we do, and how we do it. We may all realize that there isn't a whole hell of a lot that 
any of us can do about the current system, but we sure can do a whole lot about most everything else. 

So get out and write. Get out and enjoy yourself. Take that screwed haircut and wear some 
outstanding hats to cover it up. Just do something other than realizing the problem is there, because if you 
don't then it just gets worse. 

Okay, I'm off my soapbox now, do wn to business. 

Circumstances have made it possible to print not only this issue, but one more issue of the ever 
popular Bob's Annex ! (Yeaaaaahhhh, BOB!) In this issue I managed to get Austin Rich to whip out a 
quick little piece for you. 

The last issue will have to be short like the first two, but I would like to see some submissions if 
you've got them (art would be nice). Length is not really a problem, but I do have to keep the Annex 
reasonable (under forty pages). 

This one's a quicky but goodie. Hope you like it. 

Until next time, this is G.M., and I am outta here! 


The Stories, characters and incidents featured in this publication are, as far as I know, entirely fictional. All Related characters, the distinctive 
likenesses thereof and all related indica are trademarks of the original author. Renewed (C) 1996 A.C.R.O.N.Y.M. Publishing. 
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The Bob's Annex Staff: 

And my cohort and co-editor (by the by, when do you start actually co-editing this thing?) 
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Editor's Note: 

Eventually people get to the point in their lives where they realize exactly what their limits are. 
This comes after the child mentality where everything to come is exciting, you just haven't reached it yet. 

It comes after the time when you’ve got the young teenage mentality where you think you know 
everything, and you've been waiting for that glorious day when you can take care of yourself and leave 
your seemingly unimportant family behind. 

It even comes after the time when you start to try all the things your parents told you not to do 
because you didn't believe them. The time when you realize that maybe they were right, but that perhaps 
they just might be wrong. 

And you cling to that belief. The one that says, "I have to be right." 

And sometimes you are. 

Othertimes, however... 

When you do reach that point, though, you tend to wonder. When you know that you do have 
limits, and when you know what they are, it tends to make you say, "Why bother? What's the point?" 

However, as much as that is totally annoying, there is a major bonus to having this happen, and 
that is that you know exactly what you can do. 

I met that realization with Bob's Annex . My hopes for this magazine were so high. I pictured 
everyone reading Bob's Annex, and I pictured it a smash hit. 

What I got was a magazine full of mediocre stories & art. I mean, it was good art. And the stories 
were entertaining. But they lost something in the translation. Without more art & writing to back it up, it 
seemed insignificant compared to the Imagination . 

It was, however, at the same time I realized my faults that I also realized my strongest tool: 
Purpose. 

Annex wasn't just a magazine. It was a way to fight back. They screw me, I screw 'em back sort 
of thing. It was a symbol of our tenaciousness. It proved that there is some amount of fight left in the, "I 
know my limits," school. 

My point being, we’re all screwed once or twice. There will always be one more person above 
you. One guy who has the final say, and one person who'll totally fuck you over when you think you're in 
control. 
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So I say, if you can do it in a legal way, fuck 'em back. There are probably certain times when 
you shouldn't, but that is where tact & stealth are handy. 

However, don’t go & say G.M. told you to mouth off to your parents and boss. Instead, find a 
way to make them hear you. If your parents don't listen, get their attention in some kind of creative way 
(not by self-inflicted wounds). If your boss screws you over, screw him back by working hard enough to 
get a promotion. 

Don't, however, use the timeless and over-used methods (a.k.a. the "S" word). Often, they screw 
you over more. 

A last, quick message. My anonymous cohort wrote an Editor's Note that expressed his feelings 
about why Bob's Annex is around. However, he intended to put them in Bob's Imagination when he wrote 
it, realizing afterward that Mrs. Bridgens might not let it in. It is, now, for your reading pleasure, in this 
issue of the Annex. However, I don't want to sound as if I fully agree with his Note, but I do agree with 
some of it. 

I can't say that it hasn't been fun. Three issues of censored material is enough to make anyone 
interested. We almost caught up with the Imagination, but hey, nobody's perfect. 

Until next time, this is me, & I'm gone. 


G.M. 


Editor, Bob's Imagination 
Editor, Bob's Annex 
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Hell. Hello. I'm sitting at my computer writing. I have my phones in my ears, listening to 
Helmet, and I'm wondering: Why am I writing this? I don’t really have anything to say. 

I suppose that in this final school-sanctioned Bob's Imagination I might expose who my real 
person is. You know, I have been only slightly involved in this magazine and I can't really say that I have 
edited all that much, but this magazine, though the idea came from G.M., is my brain-child. Dammit, Bob 
was my imaginary friend. 

It is a sad thing that the faculty member this magazine is sanctioned through is Mrs. Bridgens. 

She, though she had her reasons, seems to have really attempted to weed out the things in this magazine 
that would have made it great. 

The purpose for this magazine was supposed to be, in my opinion, something similar to the 
purpose of the writer's response group. That is to get critical feedback from others about your writing. 
Well, I don't think that this magazine has obtained this purpose. With the writer's response group, even 
when it itself was school sanctioned, we were free to read anything to the gr oup. When Mrs. Bridgens 
began to be the faculty editor of the magazine she took a lot of that freedom away. She weakened the 
purpose. The magazine could have helped a lot of people learn how to write better for better purposes. 

To most writers I know the reason for writing has been to relieve tensions. By writing down all of 
their ideas, and forming stories out of them, writers can learn how to better the world around them because 
they start to understand the things inside themselves that make them react to the screwed up things they 
deal with in a school society. 

The people I feel are serious about writing write about things that touch aspects of what they have 
to deal with in real life. These people help themselves understand exactly how they feel and learn how to 
express their ideas to other people. If any writer is dealing with sex issues in his or her life, and wants to 
write about it, it would be nice to have these things read; if we aren't allowed to put them in the magazine, 
because of Mrs. Bridgens, then we have not benefitted the majority of the poeple. 

That is why Bob's Annex first began to print stories rejected by Mrs. Bridgens. 

— Un-Pseudonymed 


The Stories, characters and incidents featured in this publication are, as far as I know, entirely fictional. All Related characters, the distinctive 
likenesses thereof and all related indica are trademarks of the original author. Renewed (C) 1996 A.C.R.O.N.Y.M. Publishing 
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Twisted Deeds 

by Brandi Fields 

The light of the lamp penetrated my eyes with a subtle, yet sharp sensation. Beads of sweat rolled 
down the sides of my face. My palms were all clammy. I was trying to look innocent, but I knew that 
they were on to me. Or maybe it was just me. They had no proof and I know that no one had seen me 
pull the trigger. What if they found the gun? What will I do? No, that's impossible. I took care of the 
gun. The river. Silly, ah, yes, the river. How could they find the gun at the bottom of a river? 

My alibi. What if they ask me where I was? I know, I sneaked outside from my parents. They 
thought I was lying in my bed sound asleep. That's it! God, am I good. I'm so good. I've committed the 
perfect crime and no one will ever find out. (Unless someone spills the beans. So many people are out to 
get me.) They are going to try to get me. They're all so damn jealous of me. (My looks, my personality, 
my high standing in this repulsive school.) Everyone wants me for a friend or a fuck. 

"Tracy, can you tell us about Liz? Were you close to her?" 

What the hell are they thinking? Like I'm really going to spill my guts out saying how much I 
loved Liz. 

"Well I didn’t really know her that well. I had her in a few classes. We talked about the basic girl 
stuff, guys, clothes, and parties." 

"Many other people say you two were close for a long time until your sophomore year." They 

knew. 

Yes, Liz and I were close, best friends throughout Jr. High. I did love her at one time, and she 
loved me too. 

We used to be heavy into drugs. Our school is right near a college, and we always got into the 
biggest drug parties. Coke was our thing; it felt so good to be with Liz and to hold her and trip together. 
Those were the days. I loved to have sex with guys; it was great, but sex with Liz was better. 

"Ms. Johnson, are you going to answer our question?" 

"Oh, yes, sorry. We were close but we drifted apart. We were still friends but we drifted apart. 
We were still friends but we didn't share our deepest secrets with each other." 

"Did Liz have any enemies?" 

"Well, as you probably saw by her picture, Liz was beautiful. Everyone liked her, the only reason 
I think anyone would want to kill her would be to get her sappy ass out of this school. I really don't 
know." 

"Thanks, Tracy. We will be right back. Do you want to use the restroom?" 

"No, I'll just sit here and wait." The two men left the room. Gazing off, I began to think of Liz. I 
was so hurt the day she told me that she didn't want to be involved with me in a sexual way. That was the 
worst day of my life. From that day on, I tried to be the most gorgeous girl in our school. I had to make 
her jealous. The withdrawal I went through, not being near her totally hurt me. I was very depressed, but I 
didn't want that to show. 

When I found out about Nancy, I was furious! Liz had dumped me for someone else. Some 
dumb airhead bimbo slut. What a bitch, I loved her so god damn much! I would've died for her. 

Enraged, I went to her house. Her big grin when she opened the door, her nice casual way, like nothing 
had ever happened. I can still remember our conversation. 
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"Hello, Tracy, I'm surprised to see you. How have you been?" 

"Where do you get off asking me how 1 am? You should know. My life has turned into a living 
hell without you. Liz, I love you, I want to be with you and only you." I begged her. 

"Tracy, look at yourself. You worthless piece of white trash. What drug are you one now? Acid? 
You knew that your drug use would ruin our relationship. You drove me away from loving you in that 
way. I still care for you as a friend." She patted my shoulder. 

Pulling my shoulder back I yelled, "Don’t ever touch me. Look at what you've done. Accused my 
drug use for our breakup. Liz, you're definitely not an angel.” 

"Hey, I never said I was. I’m just sick of you. You didn't even give me any pleasure. Hell, I get 

more pleasure from masturbation." 

"What about Nancy? She's your new lover girl? You think you're so beautiful, don't you? One of 
these days someone will get you and rip every single blond hair out of your head. Watch out, don't go out 
alone." I started to walk away. I felt in my pocket. The gun was still there. I wasn’t afraid to kill her. 

"Nice, am I suppose to take that as a threat?" She started laughing out loud, so loud it really 
pissed me off. I was walking out the door and I reached into my pocket and pulled out the gun as if in 
slow motion. I turned around and I shot right through her back. Blood splattered everywhere. I ran out 
through the fields. I made it to my house. Then I remembered the gun. 

What am I going to do with the gun? Then in the distance, I heard the raging river and I knew 
what to do. I dropped the gun into the river and beside the bank, I cleansed myself. In a way I cleansed 
myself of all sins I had ever committed. I had rid myself of her sick presence in my life. I felt no remorse 
at all. Slowly I walked back to my house, climbed back into my window, and fell into a deep peaceful 
sleep. I had pleasant dreams of a world without Liz and I was happy. So tremendously happy, she was 
gone for good. No more trying to out do her. I was going to be the most popular girl at school. I needed 
a boyfriend, somebody to keep my mind off of Liz. 

The next morning my mother came in with the awful news. I acted sad and totally played my 
parents off. At school, in the middle of class, I faked a breakdown and went to see my helpful counselor. 

I love how they don't give a shit about you until someone dies or you try to kill yourself. Then they act 
like your best friend. Oh, my counselor was putty in my hands. 

"Tracy." I was rudely taken from my train of thought by the detective. 

"Okay, are you ready for more questions?" 

"Why of course. I want to get this over with." I smiled innocently at the fat one hoping to give 
him a slight thrill, which I accomplished because his eyes jetted away from my eye contact. 

"Since the attack of Liz was so brutal, do you think it was a high school person who killed her? 

"Well, anyone can get a gun and shoot someone, even a high school person." Oh god, why are 
they writing stuff on their papers? They know! 

"That information wasn't released. How did you know?" 

It was obvious that I was totally screwed. What should I say, should I turn myself in or what? 

"I just heard. Honestly. I'm telling the truth. Why did you write all that down? Do you think I 
killed her? Because I didn't. Besides, what if I did? I was in bed asleep. The weapon. You'll never find 
the weapon, not in your lifetime. I'm smart, you see. I hid the gun at the bottom of the river so you can't 
trace it to me." I flipped out, I gave myself up. 

"Tracy, did you kill Liz? It would be better to turn yourself in now." 
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Tears started flowing down my face. "I loved her, you don't understand. She hurt me. She didn't 
want me anymore, stupid her. Stupid, stupid, stupid Liz, I hope she's in hell now!" 

I knew what the fat man was going to say before he said it. "You are under arrest. You have the 
right to remain silent." I blocked the words from my ears. Tracy, you stupid fool. You gave yourself 
away and all you have to blame is yourself. 



How X yoyx. 

wer& here.*. 


Fto/J 
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Closing Note: 

About the issue... 

Twisted Deeds is here, along with plenty of art. 

Ron Homer gave me two pieces of art, and he claims to have put two hidden messages in them. 
Damned it I know what they are. 

Right now there is a little homeless man sitting in a cold alley with no food or clothes (at least no 
clean ones) where the only thing he can think of is the year 1967 when he had enough money to buy a 
candy bar and a movie ticket. 

He often thinks about this due to mental derangement, schizophrenia, paranoia, and a number of 
dementia's and phobia's. The only way he can maintain what little sanity he used to have is to think of this 
happy time in his life. 

Something to think about when you're bored. 
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